<5o                        A WOMAN OF THE PHARISEES

human soul is straying and in clanger of damnation, I can contain
myself no longer.. .. But excess of zeal is no excuse for the violence
of my words. He who would tame the old Adam must never sleep.
I realize, in all humility, that I have an ardent temperament**
This she said with every sign of satisfaction: "My friend, you must
forgive me/*

"No, Madame Brigitte" Monsieur Puybaraud protested, "I
cannot bear to see you abasing yourself in this way. I am not
worthy."

But she would not listen. She wanted to revel in the grandeur of
her attitude. She had paid the price asked of her, and it cost her
nothing now to tread the path of humiliation to the end, since, by
so doing, she forced her adversary to lay down his arms, and in-
creased her own sense of personal merit (one link the more added to
the armour of perfection).

"My conduct to you and to Octavia shall prove that I bear you no
grudge. What I have said, I felt in conscience bound to say. But
that is all over now, and I confide you both to God. You will have
no trustier friend than me in the new life, so beset by snares, so full,
I fear, of ordeals, which is opening before you."

Monsieur Puybaraud seized her hand and kissed it fervently.
What would they do without Madame Brigitte? Octavia's position
at the Free School, and his own in the Charity Organization, de-
pended upon her. One word from her . . * He raised his eyes to
the face of his benefactress, which suddenly emptied itself of all
expression. Brigitte Plan's words became vague. She spoke of the
necessity of trusting in Providence, that ever sure protector which
wrapped us in its loving care when we suffered most and felt our-
selves abandoned by the world. And then, since Monsieur Puy-
baraud insisted on mentioning the subject again, she said that she
could decide nothing as yet. She had, she remarked, only one vote
in the Organization, like every other member of the Committee.

"Oh, but Madame Brigitte," he urgently replied, **no one knows
better than you that if only you would espouse our cause .. ."

But my stepmother this morning was in humble mood, and the
more Monsieur Puvbaraud assured her that she was all-powerful in